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Fifty and Fabulous 


Sunlight tickled his eyes and Dave groaned. Rolling over, he hid his face from the sun. He wasn't ready to wake 
up and face the day just yet. Burying himself back beneath the blankets Dave tried to forget the date. Tried to 
forget that out there, in the world, people would be cheering him on. 


He'd hit fifty and never had he hated himself so much. He was officially old something that he never thought 
that he'd be. He thought that he'd have burned out years before. Instead he was staring down grey hairs and 
a belly that was getting harder to get rid of. 


He was fat and fifty. 


Finally his ageing body refused to let him rest any more and Dave slid from the bed and padded to the 
bathroom. Once he'd relieved himself, he wandered downstairs in nothing but a pair of flannel pants. His 
husband would be around somewhere and Dave, ever the handful that he told the world that he was, was in 


dire need of some reassuring. 


Yet even the kitchen, David's domain of choice, was empty. In fact, the whole house fe/t empty. David was 
nowhere to be found and, with his heart aching, Dave slumped at the white marble island He didn't bother 


fetching his phone, not wanting to see the hundreds of well wishes that would no doubt be cluttering the 


screen. 


Even David had gone, unable to face the music of Dave turning fifty. Lifting his head, he stared at a 
photograph that David kept in the kitchen window. It was them, in happier times, and he looked young and trim. 
Now he looked old and grey and.. doughy. 


"| don't blame you," he murmured. "Don't blame you for leaving. Why would you want this, huh? When you 
know that you can get a million other guys. Because you're so fuckin’ beautiful. You always have been. And | 
don't just mean your body - which is amazing by the way - but all of you. Your soul, the person that you 


are, the way that you're tender with everyone and not just me. 

Dave could see himself reflected in the glass of the oven His face was lined with laughter marks and his hair 
was ratty and in dire need of cutting. Why would his husband, the man who'd met him when he was slightly 
younger and a lot better looking, want to hang around? 

He jumped when a hand slid over his shoulder and around to his throat. The fingers closed around him for a 
brief, heart stopping second, before moving to cover his eyes. Dave didn't have the chance to collect himself 
before lips whispered against his ear. 

"| can hear you complaining to yourself," David whispered in his ear. There was a note of humour to his loved 
one's voice and Dave felt his groin begin to tighten. "And | don't want to hear those words come out of your 
mouth ever again. Why would | leave you?" 

"Because I'm fat and fifty," Dave moaned. 

"And I'm fifty four. So what?" 


"You're gorgeous though." 


His husband chuckled in his ear and Dave whined as his cock hardened a little more. He loved it when David 


teased him. He hated it when David drew out the pleasure. 


"I know," the older man softly replied. "But its your birthday, handsome, and l'm planning on taking advantage of 


you in every possible way." 


Those words were the ones that Dave needed to hear in order to lift his mood and he panted as he pressed 
himself back against David. 


"Keep your eyes closed." 


When the hand slid away, Dave wanted to spin round, grab the smaller man and fuck him there and then. But 


he also wanted to know what David had up his sleeve. 


He took a deep breath as a silk scarf was pulled across his eyes and tied behind his head. Next, his arms were 
pulled behind him and he let out an involuntary gasp as the cold metal of handcuffs locked around his wrists. 
Finally, and much to his pleasure, a slim leather collar was wrapped around his neck. Dave smiled to himself 
when the leash was clipped to it. 


David's lips whispered back across his ear, the tip of his tongue winding around the shell before his teeth 
tugged at the lobe. 


"Are you mine?" the older man hissed. 

Dave tried to swallow around the lump in his throat. His groin was aching and he could feel his pyjama bottoms 
becoming damp with pre-come. He was aching in the most delicious way and he couldn't wait to see what David 
had planned for him. 


"Yes," he whispered. 


David's breath was warm and smelled faintly of toothpaste, a sign that he'd been awake far longer than Dave 


had. "Louder." 
"Yes," he croaked. 
"Good" 


An arm slipped beneath his and helped him to his feet. Dave was sure that his knees were going to give from 
beneath him. David's free hand trailed down his chest and across his stomach before stopping at his erection 


"I love this body," the older man purred. "And | love the man that inhabits it. You can call yourself fat and old 
but, to me, you're not. You're gorgeous and sexy and you still have it. You may not believe me but I'm going to 
show you.” 

Dave whined and pressed himself closer to David's hand, imploring the older man to stroke and squeeze him. 
But David knew the game all too well and pulled away. With David resting a hand in the small of his back, Dave 
tentatively followed the other man's leading. He allowed David to guide him through the house, steering him 
around objects until they reached.. somewhere. 

When David stopped Dave wriggled his wrists in the cuffs. 

"Patience, my love." 


"But, David!" 


He heard the older man chuckled and fingers plucked at the blindfold When it dropped away, Dave smiled. 


Before David, the room had been a dumping ground Once David had arrived in his life, the room had become 
the older man's little hideaway. Filled with couches and flowers, it had a desk at one end with David's computer. 
The windows, at least the parts that weren't hidden by large ferns, overlooked the garden 


The older man stood before him, the leash in his hand and, for the first time, Dave could get a proper look at 
him. He nearly exploded as he took in David's tight jeans and figure hugging shirt. The blonde man looked 


stunning and Dave could wait for whatever lay in store for him. 
David's eyes roamed over him and a smirk crossed his lips. "You look amazing. Good enough to eat" 


"Do 1?" He was genuinely shocked to hear that. Here he was, fresh out of bed and in nothing but a pair of old 


pyjama bottoms, and David was looking at him like he was piece of prime meat. 


"You do." David stepped closer and Dave shuddered when the older man placed a hand over his heart. David's 
fingers, calloused as they were, were gentle against his skin, softly stroking over his skin. "You're gorgeous and 


Ill never stop telling you that.” 
For a moment, they stood in silence, he with his hands chained behind him and their eyes locked onto the 


others. He could see the love swimming through David's hazel eyes and the warmth that he radiated enveloped 


them both. 
"What are you going to do?" he finally asked. 


David's smile was soft as he replied, "I'm going to bend you over the couch and give you your birthday 
spanking. Then I'm going to ride you until you explode. Sound good" 


Dave all but drooled at the prospect. "Sounds perfect." 

The older man placed a hand in the small of his back and guided him to the red velvet couch. The rolled arm 
was before him and Dave willing bent as his lover move him. His ass was in the air and his hands lay in the 
small of his back. It was uncomfortable and strange but, in that moment, with his cock trapped against the 
hard fabric surface he didn't care. 

"My hands?" he asked. 

"Staying cuffed," David replied from behind him. "At least until I'm done with you." 


"David!" 


He heard the older man chuckle to himself and a strong hand landed on his ass. "You've always hated it when | 
take things away from you. For the moment, at least, | want you to relax and enjoy this, okay? You'll have 
your hands back soon. Hips." 


Realising that David was in control and that there was nothing that he could do, Dave obediently lifted his hips. 
Fingers hooked into the waistband of his pyjama bottoms and slowly eased them down and passed his ass. They 
were settled on his upper thighs and, with his cock free, he dropped himself back to the couch with a satisfied 
sigh. 


David's hands returned to his now-naked skin and began to gently stroke him. Dave could feel his head 


swimming as his lover's fingers explored him, dipping over and between his exposed cheeks. 


"| love your ass. | don't tell you that often enough. You've got a gorgeous little ass and l'm going to turn it the 
most delightful shade of pink." 


He shuddered as David pulled his hand away. Taking a deep breath, Dave waited. The air around them hung 
heavy with the promise of what was to come. And, as usual, David didn't disappoint. 


The first smack caught him square across the right cheek. He felt the pain and felt his flesh tremble beneath 
his lover's hand. He cried out, his back arching a little before the warm tingle took over and he pressed 
himself back to the couch. His cock ached and he shifted his hips so as to rub himself against the deep-red 
fabric. 


The second trike caught him across the left cheek. Again, he cried out, his body trembling until David's hand 
came to rest in the small of his back. Dave could feel the pleasure coiling deep inside of him as he rocked 
against the couch. It continued to grow as David's hand rained down against his exposed backside, making him 


grunt and groan as he was pushed ever closer to that delicious release. 
"Gonna come," he murmured. "Gonna come so fuckin’ hard" 


The small room was filled with the sound his skin being slapped and the deep moans that whispered passed his 
lips. Even though his legs were beginning to ache, Dave didn't give up as he shifted against the couch and 


teased his orgasm ever closer. 


As David began to spank the tops of his thighs so Dave lifted his hips and parted his legs a little, giving his 
lover a look at his hard cock and tight balls. His little rosebud hole was on full display for the older man to see 
as an invitation to do whatever he wanted. And Dave hoped that David would rescind his offer of going for a 


ride and fuck him there and then. 


The hand in his back pressed down harder and the smacks came hard and fast. Lifting his head, Dave howled, 
his hair streaking his face as his orgasm finally thundered through him. Pressed down against the couch, he 
tried to hold his balance as he soaked the fabric with his warm semen. David continued to spank him, pushing 


through his orgasm and forcing him to ride out the never-ending wave of pleasure. 


"David! Fuck me, David! Put your cock in me, now dammit! he screamed, his whole body sensitive and tingling 


and screaming for more. Even when David stopped punishing his ass, Dave found that he couldn't relax. 


The couch before him depressed and he lifted his swimming head to find David looking down at him. There was 


a soft smile on the older man's face and Dave purred when the hair was pushed from his eyes. 
"You're beautiful. You know that, right?" 


He nodded and leaned into David's touch. His gaze was still on his lover, taking in David's thick blonde hair and 
dazzling amber eyes. 


"Want me to fuck you?" he asked. 


With his mouth dry, Dave could only nod. David's fingers wandered over his cheek and into his hair, drawing 
him a little closer. 


"Want me to fuck you really hard?" 


Again, he nodded. He managed to whine, his voice barely there as David leaned in and gave him the gentlest of 
kisses. 


And then David was gone. 


In the dreamy headspace that he was in, Dave could feel fingers invading him. They thrust and stretched, 
drawing soft mewls and moans from him. He felt himself shift his hips, lifting himself a little and offering all 
that he had to the man behind him. 


And then it came, that blissful feeling of being filled He cried out and arched his back, pushing himself against 
David. With his head thrown back and his hands still cuffed against his back, there was little that he could do 
other lie across the couch and take everything that David had to offer. 


His lover never disappointed him. Hands were wrapped around his hips and bass-hardened fingernails scratched 
at his skin. He could hear David muttering his name over and again as his own orgasm tore ever closer. Dave 
could feel his hand-warmed backside every time David moved. The tingling pleasure was still there, swirling 
through him and once more collecting in his groin. As the older man swept over his prostate so Dave reared 


up, his seed once more soaking the couch. 


For Dave, there was nothing more blissful than floating away on the velvety headspace that David always so 
lovingly created for him. Whether it was once a week or once a day, Dave loved to lose himself in that place 
and surrender all that he had to the man that he adored. It was, for both of them, a gift, one that they both 
happily gave and accepted. 


The cuffs fell from his wrists and hands gently massaged the flesh beneath them to chase away the soreness. 
Dave smiled softly to himself, purring and refusing to move. He was happy, happy and calm and without a care 


in the world. He'd woken up to face down his fiftieth year and had found himself being taken care of in the 


most delightful way. 

He felt someone sit on the couch. He felt a hand whisper over his hair. He felt arms wrap around him and pull 
him closer. Somewhere, in the depths of his blissed-out haze, he heard David talk to him. At one point he had 
been lost, drifting from one project to another. But he'd found his home in the arms of another. 


Kisses were pressed to his head. "Happy birthday, sweetheart." 


Opening his eyes, he smiled up at David and saw the love that shone back at him. "Thank you for my birthday 
gift." 


David's warm smile widened. "Oh, that's only the beginning." 
"Really?" 

The older man nodded. "Uh huh. There's more to come." 
"Like?" 


He purred when David leaned down and gave him another kiss. "You'll see." 


